CHAUCER'S NONNE PBEST HIS TALE.     Ivii

Him thought a man stood by his beddes syde,

And him coraaundede, that he schuld abyde,,         260

And sayd him thus, " If thou to morwe wende,

Thow schalt be dreynt; my tale is at an ende. '
He wook, and told his felaw what he mette,

And prayede him his viage for to lette ;

As for that day, he prayd him to abyde.

His felaw that lay by his beddis syde.,

Gan for to lawgh, and scorned him ful fast.

"No dreem," quod he, "may so myn herte gaste,

That I wil lette for to do my thlnges,

I sette not a straw by thy dremynges,                   ~70

For swevens been but van!tees and japes.

Men dreme al day of owles and of apes.,

And eke of many a xnase therwithal;

Men dreme of thinges that never was, ne schal.

But sith I see that thou wilt her abyde,

And thus forslouthe wilfully thy tyde,

God wot it reweth me, and have good clay/'

And thus he took his leve, and went his way,

But er he hadde half his courn i-saylccl,

Noot I nought why,, ne what iftcschaunce it aylcd, 280

But casuelly the schippes bothom rent?,

And schip and man under the watir went**

In sight of other schippes ther byside,

That with him sailed at the same tyde,

"And therfore, faire Fertelot HO deere,
By such ensamples olde maistow leere
That no man scholde be so recheles
Of dremes, for I say the douteles,
That many a dreem ful sore is for to drecle.
Lo, in the lif of seint Kenelm, 1 rede,
That was Kenulphus sone, that noble king
Or Mercznrikc, how Keuihu mette a thing.
A litil, or he was mordred, upon a day
His mordre in his avysioun he Bay.
His notice him expouned every del
His swcven, and bad him for to kepe him wel
Fro traisoun ; but he was but seven yet old,
And therfore litel tale hath he told
Of eny drem, so holy was his liert
By (jrod, I hadde lever than my schert,
That ye htulde rad his legend, as have L
Dame Pertelot, I say yow trewely,
Macrobius^ that writ the avisioun
In Auffrik of the worthy Cipioun-,